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duces him to us. We have no doubt that he spent all,
or nearly all, this time in London. His habits were
such as are formed by life in a great city: his con-
versation betrays a man who has lived, as it were, in
a crowd, and the busy haunts of men were the
appropriate scene for the display of his great qualities.
London, even then, was a great city, and the study
of it might well absorb a lifetime. FaistafE knew it
well, from the Court, with which he always preserved
a connection, to the numerous taverns where he met
his friends and eluded his creditors. The Boar's Head
in Eastcheap was his headquarters, and, like Barna-
bee's, two centuries later, his journeys were from
tavern to tavern; and, like Barnabee, he might say
" Multum bibij nunquam pransi" To begin with, no
doubt the dinner bore a fair proportion to the fluid
which accompanied it, but by degrees the liquor
encroached on and superseded the viands, until his
tavern bills took the shape of the one purloined by
Prince Henry, in which there was but one halfpenny-
worth of bread to an intolerable deal of sack. It was
this inordinate consumption of sack (and not sighing
and grief, as he suggests) which blew him up like
a bladder. A life of leisure in London always had,
and still has, its temptations. FalstafTs means were
described by the Chief Justice of Henry IV as very
slender, but this was after they had been wasted for
years. Originally they were more ample, and gave
him the opportunity of living at ease with his friends.
No domestic cares disturbed the even tenor of his
life. Bardolph says he was better accommodated- than
with a wife. Like many another man about town, he
thought about settling down when he was getting up
in years. He weekly swore, so he tells us, to marry